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his heart, knows that he may be recaptured, in which case
he appeals to the humanity of his judges not to make his lot
harder than that from which he is fleeing. He gives every-
thing in his cell (provided he is not so unlucky as to be
brought back to it) to Francis Soradaci, with the exception
of his books, which he gives to Count Asquini.
cWritten one hour before midnight, without a light, in
Count Asquini's cell, the 3ist of October 1756.'
I instructed Soradaci to give this letter to the secretary
himself, who would doubtless come up to question him and
Asquini personally.
It was now time to start. The moon was no longer visible.
I tied half the cords on one of Balbi's shoulders, and his
packet of clothes on the other, doing the same for myself;
then the two of us, in our shirt-sleeves, our hats on our
heads, went through the opening.
THE   ESCAPE  FROM   THE   LEADS
I went out first, Balbi followed me; Soradaci had orders
to put the sheet of lead covering the hole back into its place,
and then to go and pray with all his might to Saint Francis.
I crawled along on all fours, pushing my tool into the cracks
between the leaden roofing, and dragging the monk after
me. With his right hand he firmly clutched the band of my
breeches, so that I v/as in the painful position of a pack-horse
and saddle-horse combined, and this on a steep lead roof
made more slippery by the damp of a thick fog! Half-way
up the monk called out to me to stop; one of his packages
had slipped, but he was in hopes it had lodged in the gutter
piping. My first impulse was to give him a kick and send him
after it, but I checked myself, and asked him if it was the
packet of cords; he said no, it was his clothes and a manu-
script which he had found in the prison attic, and which he
expected to sell for a high price. I told him he must bear his
loss patiently; he sighed, and we crawled on. By and by we
got to a gable, on which we could sit astride; two hundred

